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The  rocker  remains 

It  creaks  like  an  old  wood  door 

No  one  sits  in  it. 

Lisa  Cadrin 


THE  ANSWER 

It  just  came  to  me. 

Not  in  a  blinding  flash, 

Or  a  bolt  of  understanding, 

But  quietly. 

Simply. 

The  search;  over. 

The  burden  lifted. 

Kevin  E.  Deckel 


Pat  Rei 


AFTER  THE  JAPANESE 

My  eyes  are  full 

of  sad  dreams 

as  I  awake— 

I  pull  open  the  shade 

of  my  bedside  window: 

the  strong  fertile  shoulder 

of  the  new  sun 

is  lulling  to  sleep 

the  frail  wet  face 

of  the  moonless  night 

Donald  Wilson 


MIRROR 

I  see  everything  in  your  eyes  but 

contentment. 
Is  it  my  reflection? 

Kathy  Shanahan 


t^W  Michael   Jordan 


M. 


Myocardial  infarction— what  doctors'  jargon 
Hides  the  somber  truth  of  your  fragile  frame.  .  . 
You  waked  a  night— a  hippo  stood  on  your  sternum. 
It  bloody  well  hurt.  The  village  rescue  squad  came 

And,  roughly  gentle,  02'd  you  to  the  E.R., 

En  route  to  C.C.U.  And  then  the  tree 

Of  I.V.'s  sprouted  bags  of  arcane  care 

To  thin  your  blood,  to  stop  infection,  to  feed 

Your  dubious  flesh.  Next,  a  picture  of  your  heart 

For  you  to  see  revealed  a  plaque-blocked  passage. 

The  answer:  a  balloon  slid  gently  with  great  art 

To  inflate  and  push  aside  the  fatty  blockage. 

Then  three  days  later  the  world  of  jargon  is  done.  .  . 
Again  you  breathe  the  sky  and  sea  and  sun! 

Admont  G.  Clark 


JEALOUS 

Deep  black-cutting  edge. 
Gaping  wound. 
Never  healed  over- 
Festering 
Waiting. 

For  a  bit,  a  scab  begins  to  form— 
The  edge  puckering 
Reaching  to  join  its  mate. 

But  falling  short  each  time 
Never  quite  making  the  chasm. 
Ripping  apart. 

Falling  back  into  the  welcoming  pit. 
Spewing  gore. 

Shattering  mind  and  soul. 
lean  Lineaweaver 


Eric  Cannon 


BOSTON'S  OWN 


MR.  GREGOR 


The  soft  spring  rain  puddled  the  pavements,  caught 
the  shining  from  the  street  lamps,  turned  the  fallacy 
'in  America,  the  streets  are  paved  with  gold,'  into 
reality.  But  even  wet  gold  seeped  through  shoes 
whose  soles  were  mostly  newspaper. 

It  didn't  matter;  there  was  plenty  of  dry  newspaper. 
The  newspaper  padding  his  overcoat  was  dry.  He 
could  feel  the  comforting  warmth  shaping  his  skinny 
body,  fleshing  out  his  fragile  frame. 

Instead  of  bowing  his  head  and  hunching  down 
against  the  wind  like  he  usually  did,  tonight  he  lifted 
his  face. 

The  rain  tasted  sweet  and  a  memory  buried  deep 
came  forward.  (As  a  child,  his  mother  had  let  him  put 
on  his  bathing  trunks  and  play  out  in  the  summer's 
rain.)  He  remembered  the  feel  of  rain  on  his  boy- 
body,  splattering  on  his  head  and  shoulders,  making 
rivulets  down  his  chest  and  back,  soaking  his  trunks, 
cleansing  his  soul. 

And  the  desire  came  strong.  He  wanted  to  rip  off 
the  stinking  clothes  and  stand  in  the  spring  rain  to  be 
cleansed. 

Indecision  halted  his  step.  Indecision  had  always 
halted  his  step.  Indecision  was  the  reason  that  life's 
challenges  and  opportunities  had  passed  him  by.  He 
had  always  stood  as  he  stood  now,  on  the  edge  of  a 
golden  puddle,  too  afraid  to  take  the  first  step. 

Indecision  had  resulted  in  'Tommy-the-Bagman,' 
one  of  Boston's  8,000  homeless  people,  walking  the 
streets  with  his  worldly  possessions  clutched  in  a 
shopping  bag. 

Poised  at  the  brink  of  the  puddle,  he  put  down  his 
bag,  took  off  his  overcoat,  discarded  the  newspapers, 
the  shirt,  the  trousers,  the  socks,  the  shoes.  And 
standing  naked  in  the  gentle  rain... he  put  one 
barefoot  into  the  gold. 

Joan  Hampton 


His  broomstick  body  is  hunched  over  his  rickety 
old  walker  as  he  makes  his  way  to  the  dining  room  at 
the  nursing  home  where  he  lives.  He  seats  himself  at 
the  first  table  where  he  sits  alone  each  meal  of  the 
day.  He  is  a  perfectionist.  His  clean  plain  shirt  hangs 
on  his  frail  body  and  is  tucked  into  his  freshly  ironed 
trousers  which  apparently  stay  up  only  with  the  aid  of 
his  worn  brown  belt.  Mr.  Gregor  is  ninty-nine  years 
old  and  weighs  about  the  same. 

His  bony  hands  tremble  as  he  reaches  for  his  coffee 
cup.  "Three  pink  sugars,  I  want  three  pink  sugars!" 
he  commands  with  a  booming  voice  that  can  be 
heard  throughout  the  building.  "Never  mind,"  he 
mumbles  as  his  failing  eyes  focus  on  the  pink 
packages  at  the  side  of  his  tray. 

His  breakfast  is  the  same  every  morning:  a  bowl  of 
oatmeal,  toast  and  orange  juice,  followed  by  two 
hard-boiled  eggs  and  coffee.  I  sit  next  to  him  now  and 
take  the  bowl  from  his  quivering  hands.  The  eggs  are 
hot  on  my  fingers,  and  I  drop  them.  His  narrow 
wrinkled  face  lights  up  with  laughter  like  a  child 
watching  a  funny  movie.  This  annoys  me,  and  I  scold 
him  that  he  shouldn't  laugh  at  me  burning  myself.  His 
laughter  stops  and  his  face  is  that  of  an  old  man  again. 
With  the  silence  I  feel  ashamed  of  my  harshness, 
remembering  that  only  two  days  earlier  this  same 
wrinkled  man  looked  at  me  with  tears  in  his  ancient 
eyes  and  begged  me  to  put  a  gun  to  his  head  and  let 
him  die. 

Kathy  Lewis 


DEATH  OF  A  SEASCAPE 


It  is  the  autumn  of  the  year,  and  the  sun  is  low  on 
the  horizon.  The  air  is  crisp;  the  azure  blue  sky  is 
cloudless.  A  few  scarlet  leaves  still  dress  the  trees  with 
vivid  color.  This  is  not  a  day  to  remain  indoors,  so  I 
decide  to  take  a  solitary  walk  on  the  beach. 

From  the  other  side  of  the  sand  dunes  I  can  already 
hear  the  sounds  of  pounding  surf,  and  the  smell  of  salt 
air  makes  my  nose  tingle.  Pausing  for  a  moment  on 
the  high  dunes,  I  take  in  the  panorama  of  peaceful 
solitude.  The  slate  blue  water  contrasts  against  the 
sky,  and  the  call  of  the  seagulls  is  sweet  music  to  my 
ears.  In  a  rush  of  excitement,  off  go  my  shoes,  allow- 
ing me  to  feel  the  cool  particles  of  sand  run  between 
my  toes.  I  choose  to  walk  south,  so  the  north  sea 
breeze  will  be  at  my  back.  Two  figures  are  about  a 
block  away— they  appear  to  be  a  man  and  small 
child.  The  figure  of  the  man  is  bent  over,  and  I  have 
the  impression  they  are  hunting  for  seashells. 

A  wave  brushes  my  foot  with  its  cold  foam,  and  I 
dance  back  onto  drier  sand.  For  the  first  time  I  see  the 
beach  pebbles  around  me.  The  tiny  granules  only 
slightly  cover  the  trash!  Empty  brown  beer  bottles, 
soda  cans,  plastic  bags,  broken  sunglasses,  and  dead 
hermit  crabs  are  at  my  feet.  A  few  steps  away  is  a 
large  object  that  resembles  a  pile  of  rags. 

It's  a  bird!  The  partially  decomposed  body  is  broad, 
much  larger  than  that  of  a  gull.  One  wing  is  extended 
and  twisted,  as  if  the  creature  made  one  last  effort  to 
fly  away.  The  bones  of  the  ribcage  are  entwined  with 
rope;  its  once  beautiful  feathers  are  encrusted  with  a 


thick  black  substance. 

I  am  jarred  back  to  reality  by  a  whisp  of  foam  blow- 
ing onto  my  face.  The  foam  is  hurrying  along  with  the 
wind,  as  it  washes  into  shore  with  the  waves.  Sud- 
denly I  am  very  aware  of  this  frothy  stuff,  and  of  the 
fact  that  it  doesn't  appear  normal.  A  handful  of  it 
dissolves  around  my  fingers.  My  forehead  wrinkles  as 
I  squint  to  see  pieces  of  gritty  dirt.  Mentally,  I  scream, 
"It's  soap— it's  dirty  soapsuds." 

Sarah  Bradshaw 


David  Thomas  Verkade 


PROBLEMS 

My  best  friend  is  so  unsympathetic  when  I 
have  serious  problems.  Like  the  other 
night— she  didn't  even  care  that  I  couldn't 
decide  which  dress  to  wear  on  a  date.  She  just 
kept  blubbering  about  breaking  up  with  her 
boyfriend  and  saying  something  about  being 
pregnant.  She  didn't  show  the  least  bit  of  con- 
cern last  week,  either,  when  I  caught  a  cold.  All 
she  cared  about  was  visiting  her  dying  brother 
in  the  hospital.  She  even  had  the  nerve  to  call 
me  uncaring  when  she  told  me  about  her 
parents  abusing  her.  I  cared!  I  listened  to  her  for 
an  entire  five  minutes!  I  mean,  I  know  she  just 
lost  her  job  at  Burger  King,  but  there  was  no 
reason  to  become  upset.  I  can't  listen  to  her  all 
day  because  I  have  problems  of  my  own. 
Doesn't  she  realize  my  Ferrari  needs  a  new 
headlight?  Not  to  mention  my  Electrolux 
vacuum  cleaner  is  broken.  So,  last  night,  when 
she  called  me  saying  something  about  a  bottle 
of  sleeping  pills,  I  hung  up  on  her!  I  couldn't 
just  forget  all  my  problems  because  she's  a  little 
upset.  After  all,  I  just  found  out  that  the  air  jets 
in  my  jaccuzzi  no  longer  work! 


Veronica  McFarland 


Kathleen  E.  Foster 


On  a  sweltering  day  in  July,  1985,  I  sold  beer  and 
soda  tickets  at  a  street  festival  in  Cleveland.  "Dancing 
in  the  Streets"  was  the  theme.  It  was  the  first  AIDS 
fund-raiser  held  in  that  city,  and  from  the  size  of  the 
crowd  (and  number  of  tickets  I  had  sold  by  mid- 
afternoon),  it  seemed  a  lot  of  money  would  be  con- 
tributed toward  research  on  this  fatal  new  disease. 
AIDS  was  an  intangible  concept  to  me  then.  I  didn't 
know  of  anyone  who  had  died,  but  I  had  heard  a 
frightening  rumor  that  my  old  roommate  of  three 
years  had  just  been  diagnosed.  I  remember  being 
really  scared  for  him  and  wondering  what  it  meant  for 
me.  I  thought  of  shared  glasses  and  how  we  always 
seemed  to  buy  identical  toothbrushes.  I  was  as 
uneducated  as  the  rest  of  America  (who  believed 
there  finally  was  a  disease  you  COULD  catch  from  a 
toilet  seat).  Parents  were  keeping  their  children  home 
from  school,  conservative  religious  groups  hailed  the 
disease  as  a  "divine  plague,"  politicians  talked  of 
quarantining  victims;  we  were  all  in  the  dark.  Our 
fear  stemmed  from  sheer  ignorance. 

I  just  couldn't  comprehend  the  estimated  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  deaths  that  would  result  from  the 
spread  of  AIDS.  I  thought  the  government  would 
HAVE  to  find  a  cure  soon;  it  was  1985,  after  all, 
plagues  just  didn't  wipe  out  the  world!  I  never  ex- 
pected to  lose  twenty-five  close  friends  over  the  next 
three  years,  as  we  continued  to  wait  for  a  cure. 

I  took  a  break  from  the  ticket  table  to  mingle  with 
the  dancing  crowd.  Thousands  of  people  were 
laughing,  dancing,  and  seemed  to  be  having  a  great 
time.  I  couldn't  connect  with  their  energy;  it  seemed 
an  ironic  way  to  raise  money  for  a  deadly  disease. 
Obviously,  few  people  had  been  personally  affected 
by  AIDS. 


Disco  music  blared  the  latest  hits.  The  churning 
crowd  continued  to  dance  to  the  dj's  tasteless  choice 
of  "So  Many  Men,  So  Little  Time."  I  was  appalled, 
but  I  didn't  see  another  face  that  registered  the  shock 
I  felt  hearing  this  song  at  an  AIDS  benefit. 

Then  I  noticed  my  old  roommate.  As  I  got  closer,  I 
saw  he  looked  much  different;  so  thin  and  much 
older  than  his  twenty-two  years.  And  he  was  crying. 


Julie  Skelly 
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Patti  Boucher 


A  SHALLOW  BOWL  ON  A  HANDLE 


Every  morning,  the  first  spoon  in  the  tray  gets  the 
catfood  detail.  I  don't  object  to  the  catfood,  itself.  It's 
thick  and  dense  and  served  at  a  reasonable  room 
temperature.  It's  the  odor.  I'll  never  get  used  to  it. 
Only  on  a  rare  day  am  I  rinsed  immediately.  Usually,  I 
sit  around  on  the  counter  for  hours,  while  a  smelly, 
gritty  crust  hardens  around  my  body,  and  I  start  to  at- 
tract flies.  Sometimes  I  wish  I  were  a  flyswatter. 

The  second  spoon  out  gets  to  stir  the  coffee.  It's 
over  in  an  instant,  a  few  swirls  in  the  hot  liquid  and 
you  can  relax  for  the  day.  It's  a  real  plum  job  for  a 
spoon. 

There's  a  new  lottery  and  line-up  every  day.  That's 
what  makes  my  life  so  interesting.  Yesterday,  I  got  a 
lunch  assignment  and  spent  most  of  the  afternoon  in 
the  diswasher.  I  have  friends  who  would  prefer  to  re- 
main in  the  tray  all  day,  but  I  find  it  boring.  I  love  to 
get  out  and  socialize.  Sometimes  I  meet  someone 
from  another  drawer,  like  the  snobby,  slotted  serving 
spoon  or  the  dippy  pair  of  eggbeaters.  Last  night 
about  seven  o'clock  we  were  waiting  for  The  Big 
Rinse  and  I  struck  up  a  conversation  with  this  macho 
nutcracker,  the  kind  that's  cleated  on  the  inside  and 
always  seems  to  be  flexing. 

I  was  describing  my  task  of  gathering  fruit  yogurt 
and  how  I  prefer  it  to  ice  cream,  both  in  temperature 
and  texture,  when  I  noticed  he  was  bored. 

"So  what  do  you  do  for  excitement?"  I  asked. 

"I  crack  the  paws  of  giant  red  sea  monsters,"  he 
replied. 


Well,  I  had  never  heard  of  such  a  ridiculous  thing. 
"You  spend  too  much  time  in  dark  drawers,"  I 
replied  and  turned  my  attention  to  the  friendly  fork 
beside  me. 

"What's  the  matter,  haven't  you  ever  spent  the 
night  on  the  dinner  table?"  he  jeered.  "That's  where 
the  real  action  is.  Maybe  you're  just  a  sissy  spoon, 
scooping  baby  food  and  in  the  dishwasher  before 
dark." 

I  was  livid.  It  wasn't  true,  but  I  wasn't  going  to  argue 
with  the  brute.  I'd  been  to  plenty  of  dinner  parties 
and  adored  them.  My  favorite  part  is  the  anticipation; 
I  lie  back  on  the  soft  linen  tablecloth  and  speculate 
about  dessert.  Will  it  be  slippery  lime  jello  or  warm 
grainy  Indian  Pudding  or  a  feathery  light  chocolate 
mousse?  My  most  prized  experience  was  Strawberries 
Romanoff.  The  strawberries  were  prickly  and  sweet 
smelling  and  were  floating  in  a  cloud  of  heavy 
whipped  cream  beaten  with  gobs  of  cold  ice  cream. 
The  best  part  of  dessert  is  the  trip  inside  the  mouth. 
It's  so  soft  and  warm  and  homey.  Every  now  and  then 
I  get  licked  and  it  tickles. 

What  mouth  would  want  a  nutcracker  in  it?  Who 
would  even  want  to  touch  such  a  grotesquely  formed 
hunk  of  cheap  metal?  My  body  is  sleek  and  perfectly 
refined,  no  unnecessary  frills,  the  consummate  tool. 

Egad,  a  blast  of  light,  is  it  that  time  already?  Oh  no, 
I'm  the  first  spoon  this  morning.  The  warm  fingers  feel 
good;  I  love  being  touched.  Maybe  I'll  try  holding  my 
breath  this  time.  Into  the  catfood  I  gooooooooo. 

Stephanie  Foster 


MESSAGE  OF  LOVE  TO  A  GRANDDAUGHTER 

On  my  mantel  two  do  sit 

Who  never  eyes  on  other  set. 
One  a  man,  true  mirth  expresses; 

One  a  lass  with  reddish  tresses. 

I've  placed  their  pictures  side  by  side; 

I  would  his  arms  could  reach  outside 
To  hold  her  close  upon  his  chest, 

While  on  her  hair  his  cheek  might  rest. 

She  may  not  share  his  curls  or  face, 
But  in  her  veins  there  flows  a  trace 

Of  blood-bourne  love  and  tenderness; 
From  his  great  store  he'd  give  no  less. 

And  from  that  special  place  he  dwells 
His  caring  heart  with  pride  will  swell, 

Will  share  her  pain;  will  ask  his  Lord 

To  guide  her  steps  and  guard  her  word. 

Then  on  that  day  they  join  above, 

She'll  know  him;  to  his  arms  she'll  run. 

At  last  he'll  know  that  dear  reward 
Which  in  this  life  he  knew  not  of. 


E.  Taylor 


Lauren  James  Morrison 


A  RIBBON  IN  TIME 


I'm  silky  soft  red  velvet 

Strung  with  the  jewels  of  a  young  woman 

The  pearl  is  a  gift  from  a  grandmother 

On  entering  womanhood  at  thirteen 

The  sapphire  a  present  from 

A  doting  father  on  a  sixteenth  birthday 

In  remembrance  of  his  favorite  blue  eyes 

There  is  room  for  many  more  precious 

Stones,  to  mark  the  passing  of  time 

In  everlasting  permanence 

Like  the  diamond  dreamed  of,  from 

The  young  man,  dreams  are  made  of 

Many  more  spaces  for  the  jewels  of 

motherhood,  the  son  of  fire  remembered 

in  rubies 

The  child  of  peace  in  cool  serene 

emerald 

Topaz  for  the  love  child,  the  free  spirit 

with  "cats"  eyes 

An  opal  awaits  you,  when  you  share 

the  "stars  and  the  moon" 

There  is  still  room  on  the  velvet, 

still  time  in  your  life,  still  hope  in 

Your  heart,  a  chance  for  peace  in  your  soul 


Kathleen  C.  Hannon 


SEA  SIDE  CALLS 

The  sea  side  calls  to  me. 

Cries  of  seagulls  gliding  there, 

Shifting  sands  blown  by  the  air, 

When  I  have  my  soul  laid  bare, 

The  sea  side  calls  to  me. 

When  I'm  alone  within  myself, 

Loving  arms  don't  comfort  me, 

Then  I  decide  not  to  be, 

So  I  travel  to  the  sea, 

When  I'm  alone  within  myself. 

I  scoop  the  water  into  my  hands 

to  gaze  into  the  murky  blue 

That's  really  greenish  brown  in  hue 

When  I've  nothing  else  to  do, 

I  scoop  the  water  into  my  hands. 

A  seagull  flying  overhead 

Drops  a  clam  upon  a  rock; 

Watches  me  with  sudden  shock 

When  past  the  breakers,  I  do  walk. 

Seagulls  flying  overhead. 

Water  now  is  to  my  waist; 

All  my  years  run  through  my  mind, 

My  friends,  my  loves  I'd  leave  behind. 

I  give  myself  extended  time, 

For  life  is  not  to  waste. 

Matthew  Robinson 


~7Z     a 


TO    v+_ 
-Q     O 


c 

03 

4—> 

C 

Ml 

ffl 

SI 

>j_ 

•s 

n 

o 

aj 

u 

t/1 

<D 

HI 

o 

0> 

on 

3 

Q. 

Q. 
O 

Q. 


O     C 

■a    w 


00    c 

C     O 

as  _c 

in    — 

1    S 

«■£ 

ai    03 

4=    -Q 


ai 
-a 

03 

ai 


Q.  o 
=    E 

ir 

03    -q 

-a    c 


<u 


03 

u 

u 

<U 

c 

0) 

_* 

03 

c 

— 

4— » 

o 

DO 

01 

4—* 

"o 

o 

c 

DO 

CD 
CD 

i_ 

CD 


-a  c  ~o 

<V  CD  C 

t5  E  * 

-2  °  £ 


-X 


*v 


9  I 


>.* 


,» 


<i 


B'$h 


v?:* 


r 

\6 


Mi 


,-•  *■ 


You  walked  with  me  this  while 
Along  the  glistening  sand 
Between  the  sunstruck  dunes 
And  gentle  surf, 

Held  my  hand  and  shared 

Irrelevant  converse 

And  floated  on  the  surface  of  events. 

And  I— floated  too, 

Waiting,  waiting. 

But  long  day  waned, 

Dinner  called, 

The  boat  lay  bobbing  in  the  Creek. 

We  must  go  back. 

You  turned  to  me  as  if  to  speak 

But  I  said  it  first, 

"Will  you  come  into  my  life, 

Make  it  something  else, 

Share  a  fate, 

A  doubling  of  experience? 

Will  you  stand  with  me, 

Kick  me  when  I  need 

And  bind  my  wounds  as  well? 

Will  you  let  me  love  you  and  return  it 

Till  the  fires  of  the  sun 

And  of  time, 

Of  passion  lived, 

Burn  the  flesh  away, 

Deepen  eyes, 

Dry  out  possibility, 

Till  nothing  more  is  left  but  memory 

And  a  smile?  Will  you  be 

My  Valentine?" 


George  Hoar 


MY  THOUGHTS  ON  THINKING 

As  time  goes  by 
I  wonder  why 
I  wonder. 

And  through  the  years 
and  all  the  tears 
I  ponder. 

Conceived  and  born. 
Healed  and  torn 
between    ME 

I  live. 

I'll  die. 

and  wonder  why 

I 

wonder. 


Carol  A.  Costello 


• 


I 


Marcia  Jones 


ODE  TO  MY  LOVER 

Farewell,  dearest  love. 

There  was  a  time  when  nobody  would  do  but  you. 

My  first  though  upon  awakening;  my  last  before  sleep. 

How  you  seduced  me  with  your  promises. 
Tempted  me— of  better  times  to  come. 
All  lies. 

When  we  parted  I  thought  I  could  not  live  without  you— 
A  time  of  night  terrors  and  day-light  tremors. 

It  has  been  many  years  since  I  left  you 
and  my  life  has  never  been  the  same. 

I  think  of  you  every  day  and  rejoice  that  you  are  gone- 
Best  friend 
Sweet  lover 
Destroyer  of  brain  cells  and  livers. 

Jean  Lineaweaver 


Marcia  Jones 


Kathleen  E.  Foster 


A  clump  of  hair  slipped  from  behind  my  ear.  I  left  it  there, 
dangling  in  the  wind,  and  looked  out  towards  the  sea. 
There,  three  lines  painted  the  sky:  a  rose  pink,  the  color 
of  my  grandmother's  cheeks,  a  pale  violet,  soft  as  her 
hair,  and  a  sparkling  blue,  the  color  of  her  eyes.  I  sat  cross 
legged  in  the  still-warm  and;  my  body  tucked  beneath  my 
arms,  and  I  rocked  like  she  did  on  hot  summer  nights 
when  the  air  was  too  heavy  to  breathe. 

"Nanny."  I  whispered. 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  saw  her  sitting  in  a  taffeta  chair,  her 
large  round  body  pressed  deep  into  the  cushions.  Be- 
tween her  fingers  a  paper  fan  from  the  China  Seas  gently 
flipped,  back  and  forth,  in  the  humid  air.  She  saw  me  and 
smiled.  I  walked  right  up  to  her,  but  my  eyes  barely  saw 
above  her  knees.  She  opened  her  arms  and  pulled  me  on 
top  her  lap  and  nestled  me  in  the  crook  of  her  arm.  Once 
again,  my  tender  young  cheeks  snuggled  on  pillows  of 
talcum-soft  skin.  Once  again,  I  slept  on  yards  of  tiny  pink 
roses  woven  on  yards  of  cotton  blue.  I  caught  the  scent  of 
wild  flowers  on  her  skin  and  buried  my  face  deep  into  her 
breast.  Her  breath  rose  and  fell  like  soft  ocean  ripples 
over  stone.  All  was  warm,  all  was  soft,  until  I  woke  to  the 
sea,  the  sand,  and  the  tiny  sea  birds  dancing  between  the 
waves. 

I  was  alone,  and  she  was  a  memory  I'd  long  forgotten.  I 
pulled  myself  to  my  feet  and  brushed  the  sand  from  my 
thighs.  "So  long  ago,"  I  thought,  and  turned  towards 
home  beneath  a  dark  magenta  sky. 

Karen  Pieper 


PINA  COLADAS 

Sensitivity  is  a  quality  in  myself 
I  would  trade  off  for  pennies. 

If  I  took  pennies  for  every  pain 

you  and  I  have  shared 
I  would  be  living  in  a  mansion 

on  the  French  Riviera 
drinking  Pina  Coladas  everyday 

trying  to  forget. 

Kathy  Shanahan 


We  met 
August  heat 
summer  tides 
so  deep 
night  falls 
cloth      flies 
to     our    feet 
on  the  beach 

Lisa  Cadrin 


The  snowy  woods- 
Clean,  pure, 
So  white. 
Innocence  at  its  best 
Is  there 
In  the  untrodden  surface. 
Looking  ahead 
You  see  this  pureness. 
But  looking  behind 
You  see 
The  spoiling  of  innocence, 
The  taking  away  of  that 
Cleanness,  pureness, 
And  white. 
No  matter  what  you  do, 
You  can't  stop  it  from  happening— 
Unless  you  go  back  and  never  dare 

To  go  forward 
And  risk  the  loss  of  innocence. 

Melissa  Corriveau 


Marcia  Ouimette 


hearts  drawn  on  window 

steamed 

with  our  loving 

Joy  Anne  MacConnell 


YOUR  SIX  O'CLOCK  NEWS 


Good  evening,  viewers,  this  is  Chet  Grey— 

—And  Lisa  Green. 

—and  this  is  your  six  o'clock  news.  A  strange  story  tonight 
out  of  New  York  City  concerning  the  death  of  a  test  tube 
baby— Lisa? 

—The  infant,  Chet,  has  been  labeled— or  had  been 
labeled,  actually— as  none  other  than  Jesus  Christ  himself.  It 
seems  that  the  child,  who  emerged  from  a  test  tube  earlier  to- 
day, had  a  severe  case  of  stigmata,  which,  for  those  of  you 
who  are  unfamiliar  with  the  term,  is  an  instance  where  a  per- 
son's palms,  feet,  and  breast  display  puncture  wounds  similar 
to  Christ's  after  the  crucifixtion.  Chet? 

—Todd  Brown  is  standing  by  at  Test  Tube  America,  a  non- 
profit organization,  which  is  located  several  miles  north  of  the 
city.  Todd?  Can  you  give  us  more  details  concerning  this 
strange  story? 

—Yes,  Chet,  this  is  Todd  Brown  standing  outside  of  Test 
Tube  America,  a  non-profit  organization  located  several  miles 
above  New  York  City.  As  you  can  see  behind  me  there's  still  a 
lot  of  activity,  although  the  incident  occurred  more  than  an 
hour  ago.  As  you  can  see,  there  are  still  a  few  ambulances  and 
several  police  cars,  and  of  course  a  slew  of  reporters  and 
cameramen,  and  just  to  my  left  is  a  group  of  nuns,  one  of 
whom  we'll  be  talking  with  in  a  moment,  in  fact,  as  soon  as  we 
can  find  her. 

—Todd?  Can  you  hear  me?  Todd?  Can  you  tell— 

—Yes  I  can,  Chet. 

—Good;  can  you  tell  us  the  general  mood  of  the  gather- 
ing? 

—Well,  Chet,  I  suppose  I  could  sum  it  up  by  saying  the 


crowd  has  offered  a  little  bit  of  everything.  There  are,  in  fact, 
still  many  tears  being  shed;  of  course,  you  don't  see  a  baby 
completely  disappear  every  day.  Certainly,  the  prevalent 
mood  is  a  mixture  of  confusion,  sorrow,  and  skepticism. 
However,  I  will  add  that  not  a  single  member  of  the  press  has 
left— at  least  not  that  I've  seen— and  that's  probably  due  to  a 
variety  of  disturbances  that  have  taken  place.  You  should  be 
seeing  one  on  your  screen  now. 

—We  are  indeed,  Todd;  what  we  are  viewing  is  a  heavily 
bearded  man  carrying  a  sign  that  reads— it's  hard  to  make  it 
out— "Apocalypse  Now,"  of  all  things.  My  gosh,  now  he 
seems  to  be  swinging  the  sign  about  like  an  axe.  Fill  us  in, 
please. 

—Yes,  Chet;  what  you  are  seeing  occurred  about  a  half 
hour  ago.  The  man  seems  to  have  been  a  vagrant.  Police  have 
not  yet  discovered,  or  at  least  they  have  not  yet  disclosed,  his 
name.  About  a  half  hour  ago  he  appeared  brandishing  both 
that  sign,  Apocalypse  Now,  and  a  megaphone  with  which  he 
began  what  must  be  described  as  a  verbal  assault.  It  certainly 
wasn't  a  speech.  He  cussed  at  the  crowd  for  a  good  ten 
minutes;  in  fact,  we  had  to  turn  off  our  taping  equipment 
because  the  language  got  so  awful.  Then  the  crowd  had  had 
enough,  and  people  began  shoving,  and  that's  when  the  man 
started  to  swipe  at  bystanders  with  the  sign.  You  can  see  it 
again  on  your  screen.  No  one  was  seriously  hurt,  but  two  men 
received  slight  abrasions  before  police  moved  in  and  removed 
the  vagrant. 

—Wow,  those  are  quite  some  happenings,  Todd.  Can  you 
bring  us  up-to-date  on  the  baby?  What  happened  and  what 
was  its  name? 

—Well,  Lisa,  there's  a  bone  of  contention  concerning  the 
name.  Officials  from  Test  Tube  American  can't  seem  to  find 
papers  on  the  baby.  The  institute  does  keep  documents  on  all 


of  the  donations— that  is,  all  of  the  sperm  and  eggs  are  well- 
documented.  In  this  case,  however,  institute  officals  are  baf- 
fled. Wait  a  second,  Lisa,  with  me  now  is  Doctor  Black  of  the 

institute.  Doctor,  who  was  this  baby? 

—At  the  moment,  I  am  afraid,  we  do  not  know  who  the  in- 
fant was.  I  should  add  that,  prior  to  the  accident,  doctors  were 
able  to  ascertain  that  the  baby  looked  to  be  in  perfect  health, 
despite  the  puncture  wounds  that  seemed  to  be  discharging 
slightly.  The  institute  has  very  nearly  a  flawless  record  of  suc- 
cess. 

—Doctor  Black?  This  is  Chet  Grey  of  you  six  o'clock  news. 
What  can  you  tell  us  about  the  rumors  that  the  baby  was  ac- 
tually Jesus  Christ? 

—That  information  is  absurd. 

—Thank  you,  Doctor.  With  me  now,  Chet  and  Lisa,  is 
Sister  White  of  the  Nummery  Now  Movment— Sister,  what  do 
you  think? 

—Excuse  me,  I  am  Sister  White;  you  were  speaking  to 
Sister  Mauve. 

—Pardon  me,  Sister  Mauve— that's  a  very  interesting 
name,  by  the  way.  Sister  White,  what  do  you  think  of  the  situa- 
tion here? 

—Today  we  have  witnessed  a  miracle;  that  is  clear.  We 
see  this  resurrection  as  a  sign  that  the  Almighty  is  near  and 
salvation  at  hand. 

—Sister  White,  this  is  Lisa  Green  of  your  six  o'clock  news. 
Would  you  please  describe  what  occurred  here  today? 

—Certainly.  We  were  across  the  street  praying  this  morn- 
ing. If  you  rotate  your  camera  you  will  get  a  nice  picture  of  our 
beautiful  church,  the  24th  district  Church  of  God,  which  has 
been  standing  for  over  one  hundred  years,  long  before  that  in- 
stitution blackened  our  area— 

—Yes,  that's  a  fine  church. 


—As  I  was  saying,  we  were  busy  praying  when  we  heard  a 
commotion,  tires  squeaing  and  sirens.  We  had  been  expecting 
as  much  for  years  now.  When  we  went  to  investigate  we 
found  a  noisy  crowd  that  would  not  let  us  by.  Times  have 
changed,  you  see.  Nevertheless,  fortitude  is  still  a  virtue  and  a 
few  of  us  managed  to  elbow  our  way  to  the  front,  where,  low 
and  behold,  we  found  ourselves  face  to  face  with  the  Savior! 

—Sister  White,  this  is  Chet  Brown  of  your  six  o'clock 
news,  there  were  reports  of  stigmata— was  that  in  fact  the  case? 

—The  marks  were  there,  just  as  we  left  them.  Moreover,  it 
was  the  face  of  Christ!  We  must  all  pray. 

—Thank  you,  Sister  White.  What  seems  to  have  hap- 
pened, Chet  and  Lisa,  at  least  what  I  gather  from  onlookers,  as 
well  as  my  own  observations,  is  that  the  baby  became  skittish 
due  to  the  excitement.  People  were  fainting,  and  moaning, 
and  shouting.  Everyone  was  asking  questions,  yelling  them  to 
be  heard.  Who  are  you?  Where  have  you  been?  One  of  the  in- 
stitute's orderlies  even  demanded  that  the  child  cure  his  ar- 
thritis. What  with  the  camera  lights  and  the  crowd,  it  was  very 
uncomfortable  here.  Apparently  the  child  tried  to  crawl  back 
into  the  test  tube,  broke  it,  and  disappeared— without  so  much 
as  a  word.  Those  are  the  details. 

—Thank  you,  Todd— a  very  intriguing  tale,  to  be  sure.  And 
some  fine  work  by  reporter  Todd  Brown.  We'll  be  hearing 
more  from  him  as  facts  develop.  But  now,  Lisa,  on  to  more 
news. 

—Yes,  Chet;  the  President  today  made  a  visit  to  Disney 
World,  where  he  met  none  other  than  Mickey  Mouse  and 
Donald  Duck.  Penelope  Blue  has  more  on  the  story  from 
Disney  World— Penelope? 


D.G.  Gillespie 


CHILDHOOD 
for  me 


Childhood  for  me  was  not  a  time, 
That  I  could  smile  or  I  could  shine. 

It  was  a  place  I  would  rather  not  be, 
A  place  full  of  want  and  poverty. 

A  four  room  flat  with  an  old  black  stove, 
No  running  hot  water  and  heaven  knows. 

There  were  seven  of  us  in  a  cramped  little  place, 
For  my  poor  Dad,  he  felt  such  disgrace. 

With  no  automatic  washer,  Mom  struggled  to  clean, 
The  clothes  of  five  children,  in  a  wringer  machine. 

Poor  health  came  upon  her  ever  so  fast, 
She  never  had  time  to  complete  her  tasks. 

Not  knowing  how  sad  the  future  would  be, 
My  three  brothers  and  sister  joined  in  with  me. 

As  we  knelt  down  around  her  bed, 
She  looked  at  us  and  then  she  said: 

"God  wants  me  now,  so  I  must  go. 
Be  good  girls  and  boys,  for  I  love  you  so." 


Cory 


Pat  Rei 


Cory 


UNDER  THE  DRY  UMBRELLA 

A  refreshing  summer  night's  rain, 

seeking  you  through  the  holes  in  your  umbrella. 
To  run  your  hand  through  the  cool  blue  of  the  sea, 

merely  becomes  the  dry  hot  sand  of  the  desert. 
The  warmth  of  the  sun  on  a  hot  July  day, 

becoming  cold  on  your  face. 
The  sweetness  and  joy  of  pink  cotton  candy, 

tasting  bitter  with  regret. 
A  kind  word  on  a  cool  summer  night, 

stung  by  the  droning  voices  of  the  outside  world. 
The  warmth  of  a  friendly  and  innocent  hug, 

simply  denied  by  society's  rules. 
And  the  laughter  and  innocence  of  children, 

blocked  by  the  sound  of  war  and  ignorance. 
Yet  there  is, 

the  wakeful  hope 

of  the  dry  umbrella. 


Kerri  Wilson 


LA  CHAUSSURE  NOIRE 

C'etait  seulement  une  chaussure  noire 

Que  j'ai  vue  sur  le  trottoir. 

Etait-elle  une  chaussure  trop  petite? 

Est-elle  torn  bee  d'un  pied  trop  vite? 

Est-ce  qu'elle  appartenait  a  une  jeune  fille? 

Ou,  peut-etre,  une  dame  pauvre  mais  gentille? 

Est-ce  que  la  personne  qui  la  portait  n'etait  pas  prudente? 

Ou,  je  me  demande,  a-t-elle  un  accident? 

Pourquoi  je  trouve  cette  chaussure  si  inte'ressante? 

Pourquoi  m'est-elle  importante? 

C'etait  seulement  une  chaussure  noire 

Que  j'ai  vue  sur  le  trottoir! 


E.  Taylor 


Greg  Olotka 


THE  SIMPLE  ROSE 

It  is  the  invisible  power  of  the  rose, 

Sent  to  feminine  heart, 

That  breaking  bonds  of  petal  vessel 

Imperceptibly  enters  her  being, 

And  reaching  its  mark, 

Lights  on  her  heart. 


Immediately  intoxicating. 

Under  the  impetus  of  its  cheer  and  joy, 

She  is  at  once  a  child  again 

Giddy  and  starry-eyed. 

She  is  imbued  with  the  beauty 

Of  the  spirit  of  the  rose. 

Eyes  and  eternal  smile  beaming  brightly, 

Proclaiming  abundant  enchantment  and 

delight, 

And  all  this  from  the  simple  rose. 


Scott  Smith 
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Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 

Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 

Into  something  rich  and  strange. 

Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 
Ding-dong! 

Hark!  now  I  hear  them.  Ding-dong,  bell! 

William  Shakespeare,  "The  Tempest," 
Act  I,  Scene  2 


